BETSEY  BAKER, 

To  which  arc  added, 
WHO'S  MASTER, 

A  FIQHT  FOR  THE  BREECHES 
YORK  YO  URE  WANTED. 
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BETSEY  BAKER. 


Alft.-— ♦*  Push  about  the  Jorum***  \ 
Ja  Sung Mr,  I^oits,  Theatrical  FavUion  GUMg>  . 

From  noise  and  bustle  far  away, 

Hard  work  my  time  employing, 
How  happily  I  passed  eaclj  day, 

Content  and  health  enjoying; 
The  birds  did  sing,  and  so  did  I, 

As  I  trudged  o'er  each  acre, 
I  never  knew  what  'twas  to  sigh. 

Till  I  saw  Betsey  Baker. 

At  church  I  met  her  dressed  so  ne»tj 

One  Sunday  in  hot  weathei^^ 
With  love  I  found  my  heart  did  beat. 

As  we  sung  psalms  together. 
80  piously  she  hung  her  head, 

The  while  her  voice  did  shake^  »b  t 
I  thought  if  ever  I  did  wed, 

'Twould  be  with  Betsey  Baker. 

Bo  from  her  side  I  could  not  budget, 

And  sure  I  thought  no  harm  on% 
My  elbow  then  she  gave  a  nudge. 

And  bade  mc  mind  the  sarment. 
When  church  was  ovet  out  she  wiUkail, 

But  I  did  overtnkrher, 
Datermined  I  wdulH  not  be  bauikod^ 

— ipokf  to  B«t0ey  Buker^ 
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E^r  manners  were  genteel  arid  coeA^ 

I  found  on  conversation,, 
&a  had  just  come  from  boardinj-eehool, 

And  finished  her  education  : 
But  love  made  me  speak  out  quite  ftm 

Says  I,  "  IVe  many  an  acre. 
Will  you  give  me  your  company  ?*\ 

— 1  sha'nt,Tsaid  Betsey  Baker  . 

^11  my  entreaties  she  did  slight, 

And  I  was  forced  to  leave  her, 
I  got  no  sleep  all  that  there  night, 

For  love  had  brought  a  fever. 
The  doctor  came,  he  smelt  his  cati«, 

With  long  face  like  a  quaker, 
Said  he,  '*  young  man,  where  lies  thy  p««if**' 

Says  I,  '^In  Betsey  Baker." 

Because  I  was  not  bad  enough, 

He  bolussM  and  he  pill'd  me, 
And  if  Vd  taken  all  his  stuff, 

I  think  he  would  ha*  kilTd  me  ; 
I  put  an  end  to  all  the  strife, 

'Twixt  him  and  the  undertalter, 
Aad  what  d'ye  think  *twas  saved  myf 

—Why,  thoughts  of  Betsey  Bakeir 

I  then  again  to  Betsey  v/ent. 

Once  more  with  love  attacked  her, 

B«t,  meantime,  she  tiad  got  acquaint 
With  B  ramping  mad  play-actor : 
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Hehe  woulcl  have  hirw,  he  did  say^ 

A  lady  he  would  raake  her  ; 
He  gatnmoncd  lier  to  run  away, 

And  I  lost  Betsey  Baker. 

1  fretted  very  nnich  to  find 

My  hopes  of  love  so  undone, 
And  mother  thouglu  'twould  eaf-e  nriy  nilixA 

If  I  came  up  to  London  ; 
But  though  I  stn*V£  another  w  v %  . 

My  thoughts  will  ne'er  for  ^  ifi  hei  t 
i  dream  all  night  and  think  i^;;  day 

0f«ruei  Betsey  Baker. 


WHO'S  MASTER 

OR, 

A  FIGHT  FOR  THE  BR)  '  ;eS> 

^ngh^  Mr.  Pothf  Theatrical  )  ct  mg^it. 
Fve  often  heard  Will's  wile  d(  ( 

That  she  the  breeches,  i^irs,  v  er  ; 
Attd  though  Irer  l)ushai:d  wcu  ^ 
For  |hem  she'd  fight  vvitfj  naii'  . 

To  gau),  to  gain  tlje  breei  i  ,  . 

One  day  as  they  t^'ere  at  it  An^Jn^g^ 
(Who  would  he  master  they  were  stHviag,^ 
A  Hngle  rap  came  to  the  door, 
And  for  a  while  they  ditl  give  o*er 

Fighting,  fightings  fighting  for  the  hwm^^m* 


When  he  who  knox;ked  poor  Will  thus  Uakijd^ 

The  master  of  this  house  I  w»iM  !" 
^  See  him  just  now  I'm  sure  you  cAn*tt 

Until  he  gets  the  hreeches. 

For  spouse  and  Will  can't  \i'ell  -^  ^ree^ 
4a  yet  who  master  is  to  he  ; 
But  in  ^ve  minutes,  vSir^  or  ^^o 
Who  master,  is  we  then  shall  knov^ 

And  who's  to  wear  the  hreech  ^  ** 
Now  spouse  and  Will  they  diJ  e  s^^ge. 
They  both  set  on  with  equiil  ra^^  :  ; 
At  length  poor  Will  was  forced    >  vield^ 
And,  soundly  drubbed,  to  q«n"t  the  ^eld  j 

He  lost,  he  lost  the  breeches  ! 
Spouse  she  went  unto  the  do()r, 
Just  as  Will  had  done  before  : 
**  Good  morning,  friend,  your  b  praj?? 
I  master  am,  I've  gained  the  d ly, 

I  wear,  I  wear  the  breeches  ' 

Yes,  I  Wear,  I  wear  the  breerJrc  ,P 

York;  YO'UR;E  wAMrsa 

A I R— * '  All-t^  Cro  'ikc    ' " 

FnoM  York  I  com'd  up  to  get  ^  ^1^% 
And  travelled  ;o  this  town,  Si) , 

fa  Holbtirn  I  an  office  found 
Of  credit  and  renown,  Sir  ; 

8^|»  I,  Pi'ay/  Sir,  get  me  a  phQ^  § 
ii^  Imi,  ICgur  p''\yer*«  graui^d^ 


Amd  w}ipt%  I  meet  witfi  one  that  mi3^ 

rfl  lell  you,  York,  you*r-e  wftut^d 
A  gentleman  soon  hired  me : 

I  found  he  was  a  gambler  ; 
Sayi  he,  I  want  a  steady  lad, 

Says  I,  Sir.  Vm  no  rambler, 
But  if  you  want  a  knowing  onc% 

By  few  I  am  supplanted  ; 
CM),  that  is  just  the  thing,  says 

So,  Mr,  York,  you're  wanted* 
How  I  knew  somewhat  of  a  hors^ 

And  master  just  the  same^  Sir; 
And  if  we  did  not  do  the  fools, 

E'cod  we'd  been  to  blame,  Sir^ 
At  races  then  we  both  looked  oui^,~ 

For  cash  each  bosom  parted,— 
And  when  we  thought  the  flats  would  hi%%t, 

The  word  was,— York,  you're  waoi«il« 
Away  I  went  one  day  to  see, 

I  think  'twas  the  Old  Bailey, 
There  stood  the  lords  and  lawyers  gnt^ 

Trigg'd  out  in  robes  so  gaily, 
There  stood  a  chap  for  horse  8tcalinj9 

La — how  the  poor  soul  panted^, 
E*cod,  I  slipped  out  o'  court, 

Lest  Yoik  should  next  be  waut<?iL 
A  maiden  lady^  you  must  khpw, 

Just  sixty  three  years  old,  Sk, 
There  fell  in  love  with  my  sweet  f&o|. 

Ani  I  with  her  sweet  gold  ,,  ,^r  ;^^j 
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9^9  said^  t  lie  little  god  of  lovo 

Her  tender  bosom  hauntfed^ 
Dear  SiK  I  almost  blush  to  own, 

But,  Mr.  York,  you're  wanted: 
In  wedloek's  joys,  you  need  not  doubly 

Most  happily  1  rolled,  Sir; 
And  how  we  loved,  or  how  we  fough^ 

Shall  never  now  be  told,  Sir  ; 
Far  Mr.  Death  stepped  in  one  day, 

A-nd  swifV  his  dan  he  planted  ; 
I  wiped  my  eyes,  nod  thanked  mf  elam 

'Twas  Mrs,  York  he  wanted, 
ladies,  pray  now  guard  your  h«airt»^ 

A  secret  while  I  tell,  O  ; 
A  widower  witii  half  a  plumb 

Must  needs  be  a  rich  fellow. 
With  fifty  thousand  pounds,  I  thiak 

I  ought  not  to  be  daunted, 
Some  lovely  girl,  1  hope,  ere  long. 

Will  say,  Sweet  York,  you're  wapiwL 


THE  EMIGRANrS  F^^EmW^ 
TuKB—J/y  Guid  Lord  Joht. 

OoE  native  land— our  native  lakh— 

A  long  and  last  adieu ! 
Farewell  to  bonnie  Tivotdale^ 

Ai^d  Cheviot  mountaiaa  h\m 
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B)W«wcl],  ye  lulls  of  glorious  deedi» 
And  streams  renowned  in  song— 

Kirewell,  ye  braes  and  blossom'd  inead% 
Our  hearts  have  lov'd  so  long. 

Farewell,  tlie  blythesome  brooiny  knowM^ 
Where  thyme  and  harebells  grow— 

Imrewell,  the  hoary,  haunted,  howcy. 
0*er  hung  vvith  biik  and  sloe. 

The  mossy  cave  and  mouldering  tomt 

That  skirt  our  native  dell— 
The  martyr's  grave,  and  lover's  bonne. 

We  bid  a  sad  farewell! 

|Iome  of  our  love  !  our  fathers'  bom^l 
Land  of  the  brave  and  free  ! 
The  tail  is  flapping  on  the  foam 
That  bears  us  far  from  thee ! 

seek  a  wild  and  distant  s^one^f 
Beyond  the  western  main. — 
We  lea^e  thee  to  return  no  mon^ 
Nor  view  thy  cliffs  again! 

Qur  native  land— our  natire  yatofc 

A  long  and  last  adieu  I 
£arewell  to  bonny  Tivotdale, 

And  Scotland's  mounttins  \Am  ( 


